Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
seventeen hundred years. He will be much criticized; but
none of his critics will be able to show such a harvest."
"You must have an interview with my son. He will get
you a post where your talents would show—oh, do not
shake your head; for you have them, monsieur."
"If I could only help—but I cannot," he replied, bow-
ing his thanks. "As I told you before, my dear signora,
I am but a spectator of the scene."
"A spectator of the scene!" Her son was anything but
that. Being Corsican and therefore superstitious, she be-
gan to feel that this extraordinary young man, born on
the same day as her son, was her son's other self. Seven
years ago he had come at another time which she had felt
to be critical—after that dream of the meteor stream-
ing in glory across the sky, with herself and her chatter-
ing brood of youngsters in its train. It was uncanny. She
tried to shake the feeling off, to tell herself that the
stranger was but a very intelligent young man, possessed
of ideals beyond the times—perhaps an abbe, without a
post, in a godless age—but nothing more. Still, her mys-
tical sense of him would not down. Like Brutus, she was
sure she had had her apparition. But what he was does
not matter, since he served as a symbol* And now he had
gone, and she was not to see him again for many years.
It was with these disturbing reflections that she rose,
bade those about her good night, and left the halL It
was not so long ago that Napoleon looked up at her as
she held the candle in her hand, in the house on the via
Malerbe, and had wished that some day he might see her
on the staircase of a palace. He had fulfilled his wish, but
she was not happy.
180

